WESTMINSTER: 


Printed by A. CAM BEI L, and ſold at 
the London-Gazette, near Charing-Croſs. 


hon, e. 492 
| les. A 2 1667 


BL. Core fenen, lalala 
Subſcribers Names. 


1he Rev. Edward Young, L. L. D. Fellow 
of AII-SOUI's College, Oxon, _ 3 
1he Rev. Doclor Lovell "__ 
1he Rev. Mr. Roberts — — 
Ie Rev. Mr. Graves W 
1he Rev. Mr. Henſon 4 5 
John Hamilton, / „„ 0 
Joſpeh Biſhop, 5 - - - 
_ Markem - - — 
„ — - 
_ Power — - - 
Mr. Brown — — 
Mr. Richard Blake - 8 
Mr. M. Kelly - — 
Ars. Ellis - - - 
irs. Sample - — — 
Alrs. ä Oms * * * 
Airs. Raw - - - 
Ar. Ann Vain - — — 
ry. Vain - - — - 
{\jrs. Crots - - — — 


„ „ e „ „% n „ i in. WW 0 6 „ Bu 


To 


9 


CI 9 


822 8 eos „eon | 


— 


To the Rev. EAd 
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. Young, L. L. D. 
Fellow of AL I- Sou L's College, Oxon. 


Miniſter of Welling. 


And Chaplain in Ordinary to his Majeſty. 


Rev. SIR, 
HEN Poctrv 1s born 
| in a Mind ennobled 
by Learning. and ex- 
SG altcd above the nar- 
ro Views of Man- 


kind, 1t 1s naturally 
diſpoſed to countenance its fa- 
vourite Science, the Proof of 
which I have experienced in your 
Encouragement of theſe Para- 
phrafes, tho* in ſome of them, I have 
touched upon a Subject that has al- 
ready employed your Pen; ſo great 
a Generouſneſs of Soul, will, no 
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doubt, give a richer Tincture to 


Your 


— — 
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DEDICATION. 


your Worth, and add to the Whte- | 
neſs of your Shade. 
WERE your Works all fo periſh, | 
and no other Account be tranſmit- 
ted of you to Poſterity, this alone 
would image to them at. once, the 
good Chriſtian, and great Poet I 
may ſeem te have had no {mall Am- 
tion, and indeed to have hoped 
beyond my Merit, when J prefix'd 
your Name to the imperfect 
Performance of ſo early a Muſe ; 
but excuſe what your Goodneſs oc- 
calioned, and countenance ( tho' 
worthleſs) the heartieſt Off ring he 

can make, who 1s, | 

Reverend S 1 R, 
with the ſincereſt Respect, 
Your oblig' d, obedient, 
and devoted humble Servant, 


Tou. HAMiLrO . 
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Jos the 37th Chap. Paraphraſed. 


H' AL Muicurr's Voice, the hbllow 
* Skies reſound, 


And Worlds diſſolve before the 
dreadful Sound ; 


It ſpreads abroad, thro the va 
ALL it fhes, 


And Heaven, and Earth is delug'd 
with the Noile, 


ö Tremendous Noiſe! that burſting from on high, 
In Thunder ſhakes the Circle of the Sky. 

| Th aſtoniſh'd Grozs returns the mighty Sound, 
Whoſe Creatures tremble on her Convex Round! 
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Fierce thro' the broad Expanſe, his Bolts he rolls, 
And trembling Earth hangs rocking on her Poles : 
Hence Terrors riſe, and hence his Wrath 1s hurl'd, 
When with pale Dread, he ſtrikes the frighted World, 
The skies are ſhook, the fi'ry Tempeſts teem, 

And Earth around, is vaulted wich the Flame! 


a While 


! 


6 Divine Paraphraſes. 


While itruck with Awe, the whole Creation waits 
The threatning Iſſues of impending Fates! 
Thro' Nature's Frame, his ſignal Wonders ſhine, 
Awful his Works, and dreadfully Divine! 


He wills, and ſtraight the Clouds the Snows prepare, 
The whirling Fleeces throng the darken'd Air, 
The fgath'ry Show'rs, profuſely cover all, 
And in a dazling Waſte of Luſtre fall. 


He ſpeaks, and down the rainy Torrents pour, 
'And deluge Earth with the deſcending Show'r : 
His Breath impreſs'd on Polar Skies, makes rare 
Irriguous Fogs, and genders Froſts in Air 
If hence downward blown, contracts the ſtormy Main, 
And turns its Surface to a ſolid Plain. 


From South, he bids the ruſhing Whirlwinds riſe, 
And in fierce Eddies, ſweep along the Skies; 
To Earth, the rapid Storm, in Rage deſcends, 
Whoſe ſhaggy Surface, all before it bends ; 
The Mountains ſhake, the lofty Forreſts fly, 
And ſturdy Oaks beneath the Tempeſt lie, 
From Parent Earth torn up, and ſnatch'd away, 
They're whirl'd aloft, and toſt in ſportive Play. 


With Vapours bright, th' Etherial Arch he crowds, 
And fpreads the Concave, Heaven, with Silver Clouds, 
That mov'd by his wiſe Counſels, all around 
Shed Dews prolifick, and enrobe the Ground, 
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Divine Paraphraſes. 7 


Hear'ſt thou not, ] O B, the Thunder of his Voice? 
And ſhrinks thy Soul not at the dreadful Noiſe ? 
When the loud Roar affrights the ſhaken Round, 
And all the Concave eccho's to the Sound. 


Who form'd this Globe, and all the Spheres on high, 
And ſtrew'd with ſparkling Stars, the vaulted Sky ? 


: Know'ſt when from Nothing's fruitful Womb, he brought 


Their Embrio Seeds, conglob ing out of Nought, 
That 'neath his forming Word, their Figure drew, 
And into Being, all harmonious grew ? 

Or when his radiant Lamp, divinely gay, 
Dilclos'd the Decp, and teem'd emergent D Dax? 
Or how the Clouds beſpread th* Xtherial Plain, 
Float on the Skies, and fwim the pure Serene ? 
How on the azure Arch, their Bodies bear ? 

How poiz d aloft, and balanc'd high in Air? 


Where wait thou, ſay, when ſudden as he ſpoke, 
Sun, Moon, and Stars, their radiant Figure took ? 
When Heav'n aloft did its bright Roof diſplay, 
That round him, like a Chriſtal Mirrour lay? 

Who ſees the whole Creation on him reſt, 
Hus BIT Creator, and Hixcrls coufels d. 


Part 
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8 Divine Paraphraſes: 
Part of the 104th PS ALM Paraphraſed, 


Ich Honour cloath'd, th' Almlghty ſtands diſplay” d; 
| \ \ Like orient Morn, in Golden Clouds array'd ; 


Brighter than Dar, his Majeſty takes Place, 
And ſhines effulgent from his Heav'nly Face, 
Enwrapt in Light's inſufferable Rays, 

That flame inceſſant, and reflecting blaze. 


Round ſpecious Earth, he did the Heav'ns roll, 
Wide ambient Curtains hung from either Pole ; 
The new-born Day, ſtreak'd with enam'ling Dye, 
Fring'd them with Gold, and purpl'd them on high, 


His Chambers hewn from Light, condens'd ariſe, 
With Golden Roofs, enwrought on Chriftal Skies; 
Suſtain'd by Pillars all divinely bright, 

Dazling and ſolid, with emburniſh'd Light. 


» 


; 


He 


Around himſelf a crimſon Cloud he bow'd, 
Which form'd his Chariot, that intenſly glow'd, 
And o'er it Sheets of Aerial Purple drew, 

With Light emboſs'd, and Clouds of orient Hue; 
Thro' vaulted Skies, he all effulgent rolls, 
Bounds o'er the airy Arch, and ſhakes the Poles. 


On rapid Winds, th' Almighty flies abroad, 
That float obſequious to his awful Tread; 
Beneath his Feet, their quiv'ring Pinions play, 
Feel all the G O D, and waft him on his Way. 


Divine Paraph: aſes. 


He ſpeaks, and lo, the pregnant Mandate teems, 
With Forms embody'd with Cæœleſtial Flames: 
The Word takes Life, and Shape, and riſes bright, 
Pure Angels figur'd with tranſparent Light, 
Immortal Spirits all, who at a Nod, 

{Around him ſtand, fair Emblems of their G op, 
Basking before his Throne, on radiant Wings, 

And at his W ord, denounce the Fate of Things, 
Fly with the early Birth, at ch' awful Sound, 

Thro' the wide Circle of the World's great Round. 


This Globe he hung within its rolling Sphere, 
Poyz'd by its Heaven, and permanent in Air, 


So fix d it firmly in the ambient Sky, 
And bade its Baſis, Air, around it he, 
That might unſhaken, and unmov'd remain, 


Self- poyz d, and ballanc'd, on th' Ætherial Plain, 


| 
| 


— 


Thro' hoary Time, my forming Fancy brings 
riſing Deluge Oer the Face of Things; 

"hat ſudden Change preſents her wond'ring View, 
he World ſeems plung'd in Chaos all ane w! 

Th op'ning Heav'ns their guſhing Torrents pour, 
Unſluice their Floods, in one embody'd Show'r, 
Fierce in deſcending Cataracts they fall, 

Wilderneſs of Waters hide the Ball! 

The riſing Floods broke loole, outrageous roar, 
And ſcorn the Bounds of their Terreſtrial Shore; 


nd high above th? enormous Mountains ftunc > 
| B 


The leſt ning Hills they gain, at G O D's Command, 


Tlie 
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10 Divine Paraphraſes. 


They beat for Banks, the circling Skies around, 
And only ſeem with one vaſt Ether bound. 
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He wills again : and ſtraight the Floods abate, 

And late drown'd Mountains, riſing, brave their Fate 
The bulky Waters quit their airy Bounds, 

And ſeek their deſtin'd Banks, and folid Mounds ; | 
They ſink before the Thunder of his Voice, | 
Hills riſe to View, and in the Sound rejoice, 
Earth ſoon within herſelf reſtcain'd the Flood, 
The Flood within its Shores embaſon'd ſtood ; 
Things ſmil'd anew, and from the Guilt of all, 
Serene, and glitt'ring, roſe the ambient Ball; | 
The nodding Foreſts dropt with orient Dew, 

And Earth ſhin'd freſh, in one harmonious View. 


Around the Floods, ſtrong Mounds he firmly wrought, | 

By Pow'r unbounded, and uniathom'd Thought; | 
With rigid Rocks (his Adamantine Doors) = 
Hie barr'd them in, and wall'd their hollow Shores. | 
: 

PSALM 29 Paraphraſed. | 


* Almighty's Voice, o'er the vaſt Waters broods, 
Keeps dreadul there, and ſhakes the trembling Floods, | 


Bids th' Ocean roar, then wills a ſolemn Calm, 
Boils it a freſh, and ſpeaks the raging Storm. 


His 
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Divine Paraphraſes. II 


His Voice, with Majeſty around him flies, 
And bends with hallow'd Sound, th' aſtoniſh'd Skies; : 
Rolls o'er the ſinking World, with dreadful Sweep, 
Shakes all the Mountains, and divides the Deep ; 
| While Thunders roar, with a tremendous Noiſe, 
The awful Eccho that attends his Voice! 
His Voice directs the raging Flames to roll, 


And burſt in Thunder, from the trembling Pole, 


| Enwraps the vengful Ball, that draws from high, 


| 
| 
| 


iht, 


Sz 
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His 


A Flood of Lightning, ſtreaming down the Sky. 


Before his Voice, the Cedars ſhake around, 
And bend incumbent to the dreadful Sound; 
Far, far too weak, th' Almighty's Breath to ſtay, 
They fly like Plains of Duſt, and melt away, 
While th' Oaks of Lebanon, and Sirion break, 


And all the Hills of Kadiſt, round him ſhake. 


Above thoſe Floods, he's pleas'd aloft to roll, 
He ſits, and leans his Arms on either Pole, 


| The Waters tremble, and confeſs their King, 


Andi in hoarſe Murmurs, to th ETrTzRNAL Sing; 
| They ſpeak aloud his Name, with deaf ning Roar, 


The Heay'ns reſound, and Seas rebellow to the Shore. 


B 2 Tos 
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Jos Chap. 38 Paraphraſed. 0 
1 


ROM founding Whiriwinds of tremendous Noiſe, 
E IA ErrRNAT ſpoke, and ſpeaking, ſhook the Skies. A 


Who dares reſiſt IE H OVA H's awful Nod? 
Or face the Preſence of th' Immortal G on ? 
Can ſt thou JOB? Can ſt thou to the Thundrey ſpeak ? 
At his dread Voice the trembling A L L ſhall ſhake. 
Where wa'ſt thou, when J bade the Mountains riſe, 
And circumvoly'd the Earth with azure Skies, 
Compreis'd it firmly round with ambient Air, 
W hich on that Baſis ftands eſtabliſh'd there ? 
Who laid the Meature of its ipecious Round, 
And ſtretch'd the Concord Line on the Profound ? 
Who poiz'd in Air, this vaſt ſtupend'ous ALL, 
And ſixd the Corner-Stone of this great Ball? 
When the glad Morning-Stars together ſung, 
In Hear'nly Conſort, and harmonious Song; 
The Sons of G O D, to hail the balmy Voice, 
With Shouts of Joy, did in the Sound Rejoice, 
And ſang the Day, the Day the Heay'ns reſound, 
And loud Hoſannas ſhook the raviſh'd Rownd ; | 
While all the liſt'ning Spheres, in Tranſport hung, | | 
Still caught the Voice, and eccho'd it along. 


Who from the Womb of Waters, pour'd the Main ? |. 
Wat not JTEHOVAH, did its Rage reſtrain? 
And mut it vp with Hills, his rampart Doors, 
To il ingulalyd, within its concave Shores, 


With 


Divine Paraphraſes. I3 


Wa ith Mountains high, and riſing Mounds to brave 
The furious Torrent of the ruſhing Wave; 


With dusky Clouds, he rob'd it all around, 
And arch'd the Skies, that vaults the vaſt Profound. 


Haſt thou from the dread Womb of ſable N Night, 
Commanded Morn, to gild the Heay'ns with Light? 

lor the Day-Star to know her deſtin'd Place, 

! And ſhew alternately her beautious Face ? 


Haſt thou e er ſeen wience foaming Ocean brings 
Her vaſt Floods, boiling from capacious Springs? 
Explor'd the Womb of the unfathom'd Deep, 
Where her black congregated Waters ſlcep ? 


| Has Death's dark Gates, e er to your View diſplay'd 
} Grim Horrors, brooding o'er the dusky Shade ? 

Or haſt thou ſeen, on the immortal Round, 

His * Shadows reſt in dread Profound? 


! Can' thou Earth's Breadth, and utmoſt Bounds ſurvey, 
And view Light's Manſions teem wich beaming Day? 
Or Darkneſs, thro her ſable Regions trace, 

| [To her black Home, and diſmal Dwelling-Place ? 


' Haſt ſeen my Hail, and Magazines of Snow, 

! A Weight of Vengeance, treaiur'd for my Foe, 

To cruſh with pond rous Deaths in Storms of War, 
When Battle Flames, and ſpreads the Ruin far? 


Hou 
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How doth the Dawn for orient Winds prepare, 
A Paſſage thro” the roſie Gates of Air, 


To part the Morning Clouds, profuſely gay, 
With Crimſon, Gold, and Purple's rich Array ? 


Who ſcoop'd the Globe, and ſunk th' o'erflowing Tides, 
To boil embaſon'd in its Concave Sides ? 
Or thro” the Clouds, for Lightning mark d away, 
And gave the fiery Tempeſt Room to play ? 
That thence enſuing Show'rs might quench the Plain, 
That gladly drinks the Sem'nal Drops of Rain. 


Divine Paraphraſes. 


Hath Rain a Sire, that in fierce Torrents fall, 
Toft by the Winds, diffuſive o'er the Ball? 
Or who begot the Dew, whoſe Drops adorn 
With one harmonious Scene, the bluſhing Morn ? 


Who Froſt congeals, doſt thou her Dwelling know? 
In whoſe Womb doth the rigid Embrio grow ? 


Or the pure Fleaks of Snow, whence downward whirld ? 
To ſpread with dazling Waſtes, the nether World? 
As with a Stone, who ſpreads the Ocean o'er, 

Seals up the Dcep, and ſtills the deaf ning Roar? 


The Pleiades ſweet Powers, canſt thou reſtrain, 
And bound their Journies on the Stary Plain ? 
Or can'ſt Orizon's ſtormy Bands unty, 
That whirls his Tempeſts from the Southern Sky ? 
Can ſt bid Mazzaroth know, his deſtin'd Hour, 
and o'er the Polar Skies, his Luſtre pour ? 
Tho th' airy Space, can it guide Arcturus Way, 


An is briguit Sens, that drink the Beams of Day? F 
Or 


Divine Paraphraſes. 15 


Or can'ſt thou bid the genial Clouds to riſe, 
And drop their fatt'ning Moiſture from the Skies? 
Or high in Air, deſcending Waters ſtay, 

That ruſh impetuous, down th? therial Way? 


| Can'{tthouope' Heav'n, and bid the Light'nings teem, 
| And flood the Vault of Air, with winged Flame, 
That they may boaſt, tis here we glare on high, 
Here hurl our Thunder from the flaming Sky? 


WiPt rouze the Deer ? prepare the Lions Food, 
When hungry in his Den he roars aloud ? 
Or in his Favour bid the Jav'lin play; 

Transfix the Wound, and yield him up his Prey? 
Feed their grim Young, that in dread Homes abide, 
1 Couch in their Dens, and in the Coverts hide, 
Still lie in wait, and keep the gloomy Wood, 
Truſting to that uncertain Chance of Food ? 


- Who for the ſable Rav'n, her Meat prepares, 
While in her croaking Note, the deſart Shares, 
When fierce her hungry Young are heard around, 
To cry to GOD, and make the Vally ſound; 
Wand'ring for lack of Food, all Places tries, 
And o'er the diſmal Ruin, ſolitary crics ? 


Part 
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Part of the 18th Ps AL Paraphraſed. 


| th L praiſe the LORD, the LOR D's my Strength l 


kuow, 
His Courts with Love, his Lips with Mercy flow; 
He is my Shicld, my G O D in whom I'll truſt, 


The certain, ſure, Deliverer of the Juſt ; 
My brazen Buckler, Fortreſs, and high Tow'r, 


And Rock of my Salvation founded on his Pow'r. 


To him my Voice I'll raiſe who fits on high, 
Almighty King of vaſt Infinity, 
And from my Foe, I'll ſtand ſecure of Wound, 
Arm'd with his Love, and ſhielded all around. 


The Pangs of Death my Fears innundent pour, 
And o'er my Head like gloomy Clouds they low'r; 
The dreadſul Noiſe of Armies round me rear, 

Like murm'ring Billows, breaking on the Shore. 
The Snares of Death were all about me ſpread, 
That ready lay, for my devoted Head; 

And Hell's grim Anguiſh, black wich Horror ſtood, 
And gloomy, lower'd in Fields of hoſtile Blood. 


When thus diftreſs'd, and compaſs' d with Deſpair, 


To GO D, I humbly ſent my Voice in Prayer, 
Up to his Throne, the mournful Accents go, 
And in his Ear, diffuſe themieives 3 in Woe 


Out 
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Drome Paraphraſer. 17 


Ou 37 his holy Place, he heard my Cry, 
And quick, to my Relief, came fiying thro' the Sky. 


Then crembling Earth Was 610 with aul Dread, 
That conſTious, ſhook before the angry G OD; 
And all the Hills with filent Horror ſtruck, 
Around him rock' d, as when by Earthquakes ſhook, 
Thick Clouds of Smoak, from? 8 vengeful Breath did riſe, 
J That roll'd incumbent. on the darken? d Skies; ; 
1 From his dread Mouth, the fi ry F loods conſume, 


. 
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And glare tremendous thro the dusky Gloom. 


He bow'd the Hear ns on high, f rom whence he came, 


And ſhone emblaz'd in one effulgent Flame ; 
| Beneath his Feet the dai keſt Shades he threw, 


| | And on the Winds, and flaming Cherubs flew. 
80 the fierce Ligth' nings cart'rg Hom afar, 


| Denounce the Thunder, and proclaim the Roar. 


Thro' th” airy Space, in Regal Pomp he ods. 
Flaming inceſſant, with the Eternal G » | » 
All Royally he came, enwreath'd with Rays 
7 | Tha: did like fiery Arrows round him blaze : 
Thus clad, the Skies on high did greatly fear, 
And trembling, bore him thro che burning Air, 


He ſcoopꝰ d the Floods that did beneath him lie, 


And lunk the dread Pavilion! in the Sky. . % 
ut | c | my 
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Part of the 18th Ps a L Paraphraſed. 


; LL vratif che LORD, the LOR D's my Strengh 


kyow, 
His Courts with Love, his Lips with Mercy flow; 
He is my Shield, my G OD in whom Ill truſt, 
The certain, ſure, Deliverer of che Juſt ; 
My brazen Buckler, Fortreſs, and high Tow r, 


And Rock of my Salvation founded on his Pow'r. 


To him my Voice Pl raiſe who fits on high, 
Almighty King of vaſt Infinity, 
And from my Foe, I'll ſtand ſecure of Wound, 
Arm'd with his Love, and ſhielded all around. 


The Pangs of Death my Fears innundent pour, 
And o'er my Head like gloomy Clouds they low'r ; 
The dreadful Noiſe of Armies round me rear, | 
Like murm'ring Billows, breaking on the Shore. 

The Snares of Death were all about me ſpread, 
That ready lay, for my devoted Head z 


And Hell's grim Anguiſh, black with Horror ſtood, © - 


And gloomy, lower'd in Fields of hoſtile Blood. 


When thus diftreſs'd, and compaſs'd with Deſpair, 
To GO D, I humbly ſent my Voice in Prayer, 
Up to his Throne, the mournful Accents go, 
And in his Ear, diffuſe themſelves in Woe , 


Out 
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Out of his holy Place, he heard my Cry, 
And quick, to my Relief, came fiying thro' the Sky. 


Then crembling Earth Was gina with awful Dread, 
That conſTious, hook before the angry G 0 D; 
And all the Hills with filent Horror firuck, 
Around him rock'd, as when by Earthquakes ſhook, 
Thick Clouds of Smoak, from? 8 vengeful Breath did ries 
That roll'd incumbent on the darken' d Skies 3 | 
From his dread Mouth, the fi ry Floods conſume, 
And glare tremendous thro? the dusky Gloom. 


He bow 4 the Hleav ns on high, f rom whence he came, 


e And ſhone emblaz? d in one effulgent Flame; 3 


Beneath his Feet the dai keſt Shades he threw, 
And on the Winds, and flaming Cherubs flew. 
So the fierce Ligth' nings cart'rg t1om afar, 


bpenounce the Thunder, and proclaim the Roar. 


ut | 


And ſunk the dread Payilion i in the Sy, 


Thro' th” airy Space, in Regal Pomp he rode, 


Flaming inceſſant, with the Eternal G OD, 
F All Royally he came, enwreath'd with Rays 
That did like fiery Arrows round him blaze : 
4 Thus clad, the Skies on high did greatly fear, 
1 And trembling, bore | him thro' the burning Air. 


He ſcoop' d the Floods that did beneath him hte, 
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Cc N Thus 
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Thus he with Pow'r his ſecret Place did form, 
And hung it round with Clouds of table Gloom, 
Whence in the Armament of Heav'n array'd, 
He came in Fullneſs of his Power diſplay d. 
Before him, did refulgent Brightneſs fly, 

That with a Stream of Glory mark'd the Sky, 
Then kindi'd Coals came blazing in their Ire, 

Jn Bolts of Thunder, and in Storms of Fire. 


His awful Voice, the Heav'ns reſounding ring, 
And ſpeaks aloud the World's tremendous King, 
When dowg the deep Aby ſe, the folemn Sound 
Shakes the wide Circle gf the trembling Round. 


His Clouds in hoſtile Ranks embattl'd riſe, 
And ftain with ſudden Gloom, the low'ring Skies: 
Hence Tempeſts hurl, and hence my Foes engage, 
Conglobe their Hail, and in dread Thunders rage, 
Launch forth their vengetul Bolts, exhauſt their Ire, 
And burſt with ſounding Cataratts of Fire. | 


His miſſive Arrows wing'd with Vengeance flew, 
Diſpers d my Foes, and all before him flew ; 
His Lightnings flood the Skies, the Skies around 


Are plung'd in Flame, that vault the trembling Ground; | 


In dreadful Whirlwinds of tempeſtuous Fire, 

They ſweep the Field, the Field in Flames expire. 
Still combate on my Side, and from afar 

Leal fiery Deaths, and teem with Torrid War. 


Befoſ 
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Before the Blaſt his Indienation blew, 


| The Waters fled, and from their Source withdrew, 


efof 


Then all the deep Abyſs diſclos'd around, = 
Th' unfathom'd Channels of the vaſt. Profound. 


Thus, firm in my Deferce th Almighty ſtosd,; 
And gave me Paſſage thro' the ragiag Crowd; 
Screen'd me from mighty Foes, with powerful Fate; 
That ſtrove to ivreck the Vengeance of their Hate. 


The 21ſt the 25th and 8th Verſes of the 14. 
and 15. Chapters of Exo p. Paraphraſed. 
7 4 NSEFS with Power divine, ſtre:c!;'d forth his Hand, 


And Eaſtern Winds blew fierce at GO D's Command 
That ſtioßk the Occan to its utmoſt Bound, 


Which opening wide ingulph'd the Hoſts around. 


The Seas divide, the Wat'ry Mountains riſe, 
Heaps upon Heaps, Waves of enormous Size. 


The deep Abyſs grew dry, and al! around 
Diſplay'd, the Channels of the vaſt Preſound; 
The Billows ſtood, and wond'ring 3 ceas'd to roat 
In ſolid Heaps, and 05 the diſtint Shore; 

On either Side, the quid Mountain» lay; 
And Jjracl.paſs'd as in a Valley thro the Sch, 


The ſte lfaſt Deeps tha: long ſiſpended Good, 
Broke from oh high, and pour'd the Headleng Fi&ed 3 
G2 The 


j 
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The toffir ing Billows roll enormous back, 

| Collect tiicie Rage, and all indignant break; 

Waves puſh on Waves, the headlong Ta pour, 
ö The Surge falls tumbling with a hideous Roar ; ; 

The hollow Deeps, with dreadful Noiſe reſound, 

| The World's ſtupend ous Baſis ſhakes around 

The Waters with tumultuous Kage, reſume 

| Their wonted Place, and boiling work their Foam, 


| Now ſivell their Channels, and their Banks explore, 
þ And rol} inundant, to their native Shore. 


— —- 
— 


A P OEM in blank Verſe, deduced from 
the following Words of FOB. 


Who is this that darkneth Counſel by Words 
| without Knowledge. 


| K HE Heav'ns give Way, and all the Stars —. 
Room, 

| When royally J paſs my golden Gates 

| Drawn in my Chariot, by flying Seraphs, 

| Emburniſh'd with th' Effulgence of my Beams; 

| While crowding Cherubims around me throng, 

And ev'ry Sphere reſounds my hallow'd Name. 


— When thus ſupremely great, high bounding o'r 
The Chryſtal Hills, and ftary Fields of Light, 
the radiant Spheres profulely all around, 

Beſpread 
| 
l 
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beſpread with Clouds of Gold, my Heavenly Road, 
And firew wi h their whole Hoſt of Stars my Way, 
While Sun and Moon ſtop on th' Xtherial Plains, 
And ſtand adoring, while I paſs their Orbes. 


Effulgent, and ineffable I ſhine, | 

\wfully great, with Majeſty emblaz'd 

* cloath'd in Light, gorg'ouſly reſplendent: 
Th' Angelick Hoft their Hallelyahs join, 

And in loud Anthems ſing abroad my Praiſe, 
While all the ambient Arch of Concave Spheres; 
Mclodious Eccho the reſounding Strains. 


By me the harmonious Spheres revolve : Ms 
The whole Creation owns Ommipotent, 

ho treads the Poles Superior, and thence 
Looks down on that low Atom Globe; but I? 

| an the Creature fathom the Crraror? | 
dr limit him with Thought, who from nothing 
Form'd into Harmony the ſpecious ATT? 
WhO gave Bounds to his far beaming Manſions, 
And laid the Baſis on the Arch of Heav'n ? 
Amidlt the ſhining Hoſt of Sears, that pour 
Their tributary Rays before his Throne, 
Gilding his hallow'd Threſholds, and his Roofs on high. 


— — * 


| At my Command, ev'n Sceptres riſe and fall, 
Worlds fink, and Skies diſſolve before my Look, 28 8 
Monarchs 
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Monarchs wanton in my Smiles; at a Nodd 


I'm heard; obey d, that ſolemn Seal of Fate, 
And firm eternal Santtion of my Will. 


Whole Nature, to her inmoſt Center ſhakes, 
And Sun, and Moon, and Stars look pale, when cer 
I'm heard in the ſolemn Roar of Thunder. 


Revolving Time ſhall ſtop its rapid Courſe, 
And all the whirling O RES of Light ſtand ſtill, 
Diſſol ved, and blotted from their radiant Spheres, 
When e er I come to judge the trembling World, 
High Thron'd on Pillars of tremend'ous Light, 
The Skies op'ning, to diſplay my Preſence 
Flooded o'er with the Beams ot my Glory, 

And circl'd, with Myriads of Angels, 
Tending me with loud Noſannas thre” the Air. 


As my Trumpet ſoundeth in th' Vaſt of Heav'n, 
An. ſprcads o'er trembling Earth the dread Alarm, 
Te lab'ring Globe ihall op her darkiome Womb, 
And, in Convuliive Throws, untomb the dead, 
Whole ſcatter d Parts ſall urge their rapid Way, 
Conglobe theic Atoms, and collect their Seeds, 
Reiume tic Shape, and ſtand conteſs'd in Man. 


Theſe at my Trumpet's Voice, thall all appear; 
Io crewding Millions ſpread the Face of Ea rthy 
And aud dgaft co ec clicii aul uege, 
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Drawn thro” the Clouds that part to make him Room, 
In his bright Chariot flaming to the Winds, 

Wrapt up in Magnificence of Glory, 

And Floods of Light terribly refulgent. 


Thus confeſs d, thro', Heav'ns wide ambient Arch, 
Veſted with Majeſty, and Pow'r immenſe, 
W ho ſhall murmur, or mark my juſt Commands? 
Waſt not th' Omnicient, | EHOyYAH made 'em ? 
The Omniprefent, and Ompipotent 2 


My Will makes Holy, and all th' Actions 
Of Heav'n, ſanctify the Degds of the DIVINE; 
So whether wou'd the diſcontented prie 


Into the dark Abyſs of my Decrees, 
Hid in the profound unlimited ETERNAL? 


Neither the 29th Pſalm, the 37th or 38th Chapters of 
Jos are fully paraphraled. 
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